Ponder  ‘Turned  On’ 


Perpetual 

Motion 

The  doldrums  of  early  winter  are 
menancingly  barking  above  the 
overcast  suburban  skies.  If  you 
find  yourself  being  lulled  into  that 
stagnant  state  of  gray,  it  is  pro- 
bably on  account  of  one  not  being 
able  to  fulfill  one’s  talent  and 
ability.  If  you  find  yourself  being 
stifled  creatively,  you  are  pro- 
bably overlooking  a most  dynamic 
outlet  — Free  Fall.  The  Free  Fall  is 
currently  expanding  its  staff  and 
warmly  welcomes  all  interested 
students  for  positions  as  writers, 
artists,  typists,  proofreaders, 
creative  writers,  columnists, 
critics,  reviewers,  etc.  If  any  of 
these  positions  appeal  to  you 
contact  (liana  Mange  or  Dr.  Paul 
Le  Maire.  The  Free  Fall  is  one  of  the 
leading  collegiate  papers  in  the 
country,  so  jump  aboard  the  Free 
Fall  Express  as  the  pacesetter  may 
never  slow  down  again. 

by  Chris  Liberty 


What  radio  station  in  town  plays  the 
most  of  rock  n’  boogie?  What  is  the  only 
station  in  KC  that  is  independent  and 
not  run  by  a syndicate?  In  short  what  is 
the  top  KM  sound  in  the  Greater  KC 
Metro  Area? 

If  you  answered  KBEQ-FM  or  the 
“New  Super  Q”  then  you  were  right  on 
all  counts. 

KBEQ-FM  was  formerly  called 
KBEY-FM  and  featured  a progressive 
rock  format.  Now  this  type  of  format 
limited  the  station’s  appeal  and  mar- 
ket. In  fact  reliable  surveys  showed 
that  the  old  station  had  as  its  audience 
only  the  18-24  yr  male  bracket  and  not 
all  that  many  of  those  either.  Then 
things  began  to  take  an  upbeat  swing. 
The  start  of  which  was  the  purchase  of 
the  station  by  one  Mr.  Mark  L.  Wod- 
linger,  a very  highly  respected  execu- 
tive in  the  media  field. 

Wodlinger,  who  has  25  yrs  exper- 
ience in  the  radio  and  TV  mgt.  field, 
and  who  was  formerly  President  of 
Interdia,  Inc.,  decided  to  come  up  with 
the  best  format  possible  for  the  KC  lis- 
tening audience  and  came  up  with  the 
Super  "Q”  format. 

This  format  is  the  result  of  the  genius 
of  George  Wilson.  Wilson  is  regarded 


by  his  peers  as  the  king  of  contem- 
porary radio. 

This  format  blends  in  the  Top  Twen- 
ty current  hits  along  with  over  500  No. 

1 records  from  yesteryear. 

KBEQ-FM  is  located  in  the  rustic 
River  Quay  area  at  508  Delaware.  It 
has  the  tallest  tower  in  KC  — 953  feet 
above  the  average  terrain. 

Mr.  Wodlinger  went  first  class  in  pur- 
chasing the  stereo  equipment  for  the 
"Q".  KBEQ-FM  will  have  the  finest 
quality  sound  of  any  of  the  stations  in 
the  Midwest.  Its  100,000  watt  stereo 
system  was  bought  from  a top-flight 
California  firm  and  assembled  meti- 
culously by  the  California  Techni- 
cians, at  the  “Q’s”  present  tower. 

KBEQ-FM  has  made  tremendous  in- 
roads in  a short  time  in  popularity  and 
audience.  But  that  is  not  surprising 
when  you  look  at  Wodlingers’  track  re- 
cord. He  has  built  stations  in  Swa- 
ziland and  Malowi  and  he  currently 
owns  new  bureaus  in  Johannesburg 
and  Kenya.  Wodlinger  is  truly  an  in- 
ternational pioneer  and  intrepreneur  in 
the  field  of  the  media. 

KBEQ  is  the  first  real  station  to  ap- 
pear to  be  satisfying  KC  insatiable  ap- 
petite for  Rock. 

by  Chris  Liberty 


Rattling 


Cages 


by  J.P.U.  Roy  n‘ J.P.O.  Dale 


“HOME,  HOME  ON  THE  RANGE, 
WHERE  THE  DEER  AND  THE 
ANTELOPE  PLAY, 

WHERE  SELDOM  IS  HEARD  A 
DISCOURAGING  WORD  - 
AND  THE  SKIES  ARE  NOT 
CLOUDY  ALL  DAY.” 

Well  Pahdners,  looking  over  the  ole 
Avila  range,  "our  home  away  from 
home,"  we  find  we  have  already  finish- 
ed the  first  quarter  of  the  year.  Look 
back  on  the  prospects  of  this  year  so 
far,  what  have  we  accomplished,  as 
students,  as  teachers,  as  a whole?  Let 
each  reader  evaluate  and  consider 
these  notions  in  his  own  mind.  The  ole 
homestead  is  what  each  of  you  as  stu- 
dents make  it  — SKIES  DON'T  AL- 
WAYS HAVE  TO  BE  CLOUDY,  AND 
DISCOURAGING  WORDS  NEED 
NEVER  BE  HEARD. 

There  are  many  aisles,  many  doors 
that  are  waiting  to  be  opened  to  you, 


SSC,  Program  Board,  teachers,  the  ad- 
ministration itself,  are  all  there  to 
make  Avila  a good  spread  to  graze  your 
ideas  on. 


Pondering  over  the  wide  open  spaces, 
Roy,  Trigger  and  I have  covered  some 
good  pieces  of  solid  ground  and  have 
met  up  with  some  mighty  neighborly 
folk  and  pretty  rough  varmints,  but  al- 
ways tucked  our  troubles  and  tirades 
into  the  ole  saddlebag  and  cantered  off 
into  the  sunset  with  a smile  on  our  faces 
knowin'  that  a good  piece  of  beefsteak 
and  a mess  of  hot  vittles  are  steamin’ 
on  the  chuckwagon  when  we  get  back 
home. 


As  I watch  the  sun  sink  slowly  be- 
hind the  bunkhouse  I recollect  the 
hootin’  and  hollerin’  that’s  filled  those 
wide  open  spaces  between  the  last  is- 
sue's publication  and  this  one. 


The  spirit  of  Halloween  was  evident 
last  Wednesday,  the  31st  of  October, 
when  rounding  comers  and  hallways 
brought  you  face  to  face  with  devils, 
witches  and  various  other  costume 
regalia.  It  seemed  everyone  felt  the 
spirit  coming  one  step  out  of  them- 
selves into  something  or  someone 
they’d  like  to  be!  “Joanie  Michels 
seemed  to  be  real  ‘Slick’  in  and  out  of 
costume.” 


Mary  Beth  Bazn  as  member  of  Pro- 
gram Board  set  up  "TRICK-OR- 
TREAT  FOR  UNICEF”  which  got  alot, 
of  students  involved  for  a good  cause 
and  fun  at  the  same  time.  Lucy  Mc- 
Callum’s  Second  Floor  Girls  had  a par- 
ty after  the  trick-or-treating  from 
which  the  proceeds  also  went  to 
UNICEF.  The  affair  was  a success 
bringing  in  more  than  $187.00! 


WHERE  WERE  YOU  WHEN  THE 
LIGHTS  WENT  OUT?  Tunnel  war- 
fare was  in  full  swing  when  during  the 
hours  from  1 — 4 all  lights  in  Car- 
ondelet,  Ridgway  and  Marian  Center 
were  cut  off.  Some  people  chose  the  at- 
mosphere of  daylight  as  they  walked  to 
their  classes  and  functions  in  the  after- 
noon’s time.  Others  experienced  a 
metamorphasis  in  which  they  were 
changed  to  the  "Mole  People”.  Activi- 
ties of  the  "Mole  People”  included 
“Candlelight  pool",  "Hide  and  go 
seek",  Rhapsody  in  Black”.  Many  new 
found  friends  were  discovered. 


SURFACE  PERSON:  “Is  anybody 
there?” 

MOLE  PEOPLE:  “Yes,  can  we  help 
you?” 

S.P.:  “Will  someone  take  me  through 
the  tunnel?” 

M.P.:  "Yes,  where  are  you?” 

S.P.:  ‘I’m  over  here!” 

M.P.:  “I’m  over  here!  Who  are  you?” 
S.P.:  “I’m  Jay-Jay!” 

M.P.:  (murmur,  murmur)  “Jay-Jay, 
who  in  the  hell  is  Jay-Jay?” 

M.P.  #1:  “Find  her,  where  is  she?” 
S.P.:  (wandering,  running  into  walls) 
"Where  am  I?  Who  am  I?  What  am  I?” 


All  in  all  the  tunnel  blackouts  were 
well  taken  advantage  of  and  the  ques- 
tion as  to  when  the  next  exit  blackout 
will  be  is  present  on  everyone’s  mind. 


"Larry’s  Boys",  Avila’s  new 
BASKETBALL  team  was  defeated  by 
Whiteman’s  AFB,  Nov.  2nd  by  the 
score  of  100-38.  Many  games  are 
scheduled  and  everyone  is  asked  to  at- 
tend and  support  the  team. 


Our  Gang 

Bulletin  (Kansas  City,  Mo.)  S.S.C.  is 
happening.  The  group  has  turned  their 
attention  to  the  issues  that  concern  the 
students  most.  Should  the  courses  and 
the  faculty  teaching  them  be  evaluated 
by  the  students  and  should  the  results 
of  such  an  evaluation  be  made  public? 
Is  the  grading  system  at  Avila  fair  to 
the  students?  If  not,  can  it  be  im- 
proved? Are  the  course  offerings  too 
limited  for  the  education  that  the  stu- 
dents want?  Can  the  social  life  be  im- 
proved? Is  Marian  Center  being  used 
for  the  maximum  benefit  of  the  stu- 
dents. These  are  some  of  the  questions 
they  are  discussing,  researching  and 
acting  on.  It  is  their  hope  that  these, 
and  many  other  things  can  be  dealt 
with  and  improved  this  year. 

Yes,  student  government  is  happen- 
ing. We  are  looking  into  the  things  that 
affect  students,  faculty,  adminis- 
tration and  staff,  be  these  things  good 
or  bad.  We  want  to  make  Avila  a better 
place  to  pursue  our  chosen  goals. 

No  community  is  perfect,  NO,  not 
even  Avila.  It  seems  that  the  road  to 
perfection  is  never  ending.  It  is  paved 
with  the  flagstones  of  our  achieve- 
ments. How  fast  we  progress  on  this 
road  depends  on  the  size  of  the  stones 
we  quarry  and  how  many  of  them  we 
have.  We  can  pave  our  road  much  fas- 
ter if  we  quarry  stones  that  are  much 
larger,  the  issues  that  affect  the  college 
community  as  a whole.  We  will  never 
reach  that  imaginary  point  of  per 
fection,  but  at  least  we  will  all  live  just  a 
little  bit  better  because  we  have  made 
an  honest  effort  to  reach  that  point. 

It  is  this  thing  that  we  wish  to  do,  as 
members  of  student  government,  make 
Avila  a more  functional  place  to  share 
our  experiences  and  learning.  Learn- 
ing is  not  only  formal,  but  informal.  We 
must  not  let  go  of  the  chances  to  learn 
things  that  are  not  necessarily  a part  of 
any  one  discipline.  These  are  the  things 
that  make  us  truly  a whole  person. 

There  are  many  ways  to  acquire  this 
informal  knowledge.  Student  Govern- 
ment is  one  of  these  places  to  learn. 
Come!  Start  a discussion!  Start  a fight! 
Start  a revolution!  (In  thinking.)  Dis- 
close a revelation!  If  you  can't  come  to  a 
meeting,  accost  us  in  the  lunch  line,  on 
our  way  to  class,  on  our  way  to  our 
underwater  basketweaving  lesson. 
Talk  about  the  price  of  tea  in  China,  or 
here,  for  that  matter,  with  one  of  your 
instructors  while  you  wait  for  your 
hamburger  at  the  snack  bar.  Let's  get 
together  and  learn  something  from 
each  other.  We  need  to  make  the  best  of 
our  time  we  spend  here  at  Avila. 

For  those  who  want  to  attend  an 
S.S.C.  meeting,  the  time  is: 

Monday  12:00  — 1:45 
The  meetings  are  held  in  the  group 
meeting  room,  #700,  in  lower  Caron- 
delet  Hall.  Come  share  your  know- 
ledge and  experience  with  us  so  we  may 
all  learn  from  you. 


Mary  Teasdall’s  6th  floor  girls  held 
open  house,  Nov.  4.  Cheese,  crackers 
and  cider  and  an  opportunity  to  get 
away  from  the  books  and  relax  were  on 
hand. 


Actor's  Laboratory  Theatre  is  deep 
into  rehearsals  for  their  next  student 
production  of  “Alice’s  First  Dress",  di- 
rected by  Mike  Lague  the  show  will  run 
Nov.  3,  Dec.  1 & 2,  7,8;9.  Here’s  a pre- 
view of  what’s  in  store  . . . 

"Be  what  you  seem  to  be  — or  more 
simply  — never  imagine  yourself  not  to 
be  otherwise  than  what  it  might  ap- 
pear to  others  that  what  you  were  or 
might  have  been  was  not  otherwise 
than  what  you  had  been  would  have  ap- 
peared to  them  to  be  otherwise.” 

Dave  Appenbrink’s  Candlelight  Din- 
ner started  off  the  nights’  atmosphere, 
and  Grace  Forbes’  Halloween  Dance 
topped  off  tne  weeks  activities  with  a 
good  response  and  involvement  from 
all  students. 


Golden  Greek  Sports  Spectacular 


Rave-On ! 


One  of  the  reasons  that  the  Avila  Col- 
lege Basketball  Games  are  so  festive 
and  colorful  is  the  presense  of  the  cheer- 
leaders and  the  enthusiastic  rooting 
gallery.  The  four  cheerleaders  — Laura 
Richter;  senior,  Ruth  Seiler  and  Faith 
Heinerickson;  juniors,  and  Jo-Beth 
Berges,  freshman  deserve  a fine  round 
of  applause  for  their  efforts  on  becom- 
ing a complete  cheerleading  unit  in  so 
short  a time.  A special  note  of  thanks 
also  should  go  out  to  Ruth  Seiler  and 
Faith  Heinerikson  along  with  Mr.  Bob 
Rehder  for  their  vital  roles  in  estab- 
lishing the  fine  cheering  section  and 
cheerleading  squad.  The  idea  for  es- 
tablishing the  respective  cheering 
units  was  discussed  at  one  of  the  execu- 
tive meetings  of  the  Jr.  Class  Officers 
(Chris  Liberty,  Ruth  Seiler,  Liz  Gat- 
ton,  Natalie  Gant.)  From  there  Faith, 
Ruth  and  Bob  Rehder  worked  together 
the  respective  cheering  units.  Every- 
one involved  burned  the  midnight  oil  in 
order  to  meet  the  deadline  of  the  Nov.  2 
Avila  — AFB  game  and  the  stunning 
results  reflected  the  time  and  energy  in- 
vested in  this  endeavor.  Interested  stu- 
dents may  join  the  cheering  gallery  by 
contacting  Kathy  Lehr. 


what’s 


go  in  on  . . . 


The  Program  Board  would  like  to 
thank  Cheryl  Tomek,  Maggie  Brown, 
Karyn  Robinson  and  Sharon  Cheers 
for  coming  to  Nov.  4ths  meeting. 

Nov.  16  Marathon,  Marathon,  Mara- 
Mara-Marathon.  Join  us  now  we're- 
on  a Marathon,  we’re  always  danc- 
ing when  the  music  plays.  Join  us 
now  we’re  on  a Marathon  dancing, 
dancing  thru  the  nights  and  days. 
That’s  right,  good  old  Hyper  is  rack- 
ing her  not  so  many  brains  out  so  as 
to  have  a successful  Marathon  dance 
start  Friday  Nov.  16  at  8:00  pm  and 
going  until  2:00  am  on  the  17th.  It 
doesn't  sound  like  a long  time  but 
once  you're  up  You’re  up  and  when 
you're  down  You're  down.  There  will 
be  refreshment  served  and  a whap- 
per  of  a prize  to  the  couple  that 
dances  straight  thru.  It  should  turn 
out  to  be  an  eventful,  unforgettable 
evening.  Join  us  now  we’re  always 
dancing  when  the  music  plays  . . . 
Nov.  18  4th  floor  is  having  the  snack 
thing  this  Sunday.  Remember  the 
last  one.  What  a great  time.  You  meet 
people  you've  probably  never  have 
seen  before  plus  you  get  to  feed  your 
face  at  the  same  time. 

Nov.  19  I’ll  give  you  only  one  guess. 
It's  Monday  from  7:00-9:00.  You’re 
right,  it’s  Loretto  Gym  night.  Golly 
gee  whiz  — you’re  all  so  smart.  It 
shows  you’re  all  so  smart.  It  shows 
vou're  reading  your  Free  Fall's. 

Nov.  20  Program  Board  has  given  in- 
to their  Chairman,  John  Rasiej  once 
again.  It  looks  like  John  wants  to  in- 
vite everybody  to  once  again  partici- 
pate in  an  activity  that  will  get  every- 
body off  campus.  He’s  decided  to  call 
it  — after  hours  of  concentration  — 

1 hanksgiving  Break.  It  will  go  from 
alter  last  classes  on  the  20th  to  first 
classes  on  the  26th.  WOW!!!  We  all 
like  John's  activities  best.  They  al- 
ways last  so  long  and  are  so  much 
fun. 


Air  Force  Tops  Avila 


The  Whiteman  AFB  of  Knob  Knos- 
ter,  Mo.  utilized  their  height  and  explo- 
sive fast  break  offense  to  pull  away 
from  Avila  College  at  the  mid-way 
mark  of  the  last  period. 


The  collegiate  coaching  debut  of 
head  coach  Lawrence  Smith  was  a suc- 
cess however  as  his  hustling  charges 
battled  Whiteman  on  fairly  even  terms 
throughout  the  first-half,  then  the 
bench  depth  of  Whiteman  made  its 
move  and  put  the  game  on  ice.  It  was 
encouraging  in  the  way  the  team 
played  as  a cohesive  unit.  That  is  im- 
portant to  remember, . as  the  Avila 
squad  has  no  individual  stars.  Every 
victory  will  be  a total  team  effort. 


“Nasty”  Beats  Smith 

Ille  "Nasty”  Nastase  and  Star  Smith 
dueled  in  one  of  their  classic  5-set  mara- 
thons in  France  as  Nastase  bested 
Smith  to  take  the  French  Open.  It  was  a 
gratifying  win  for  the  29  yr-old  Roman- 
ian Star  as  his  wife  Dominique  is  a na- 
tive of  Paris,  France. 


A tip  of  the  hat  to  Lynn  Cupkie,  and 
Bob  Rehder  for  their  support  and  as- 
sistance. 


Nov.  28  It’s  Pimming  at  Bed  Ridge 
Swool.  7:00  - 9:00. 

Nov.  30  Opening  night  of  “Alice  in 
Wonderland  in  the  ALT.  Starts  at 
7:30.  Come  and  see  all  your  favorite 
characters  dIus  Alice. 

Dec.  1 FALL  FLING  — need  we  say 
more.  Once  again  we’ve  got  King 
Louie  to  do  with  what  we  please.  Ice 
Skating?  of  course.  Band?  of  course, 
plus  many  more  fun  things  even  the  6 
feet  pizzas. 

ALSO  at  2:00  in  the  afternoon  is  ano- 
ther performance  of  “Alice.  . .’’in the 
ALT. 

Dec.  2 It's  “Alice  ..."  again  at  2:00. 
There  will  be  another  snack-come 
one-come-all  thing  again.  This  time 
on  5th  floor  starting,  at  7:30. 

Dec.  3 GYM  — 7:00-9:00  — LORETTO 
— I bet  you  thought  I vas  going  to 
forget  didn’t  you?? 


YDA . . . 

A New  Path 


Has  Watergate,  Agnew’s  resign- 
nation  and  politics  in  general  disillu- 
sioned you  with  the  present  United 
States  government?  Put  your  frus- 
trations and  words  to  a positive  effort 
— do  something  about  the  state  of  the 
country  — become  involved  in: 


eampaigns  — put  the  person  you  want 
in  office,  honestly  . . . 


issues  — Kansas  City  bond,  nuclear 
plants,  ecology,  grape  boycotts,  abor- 
tion, war  resisters,  Equal  Rights 
Amendment,  prisons  . . . take  a look  at 
your  own  field  there  is  sure  to  be  some- 
thing that  needs  to  be  done  or  re- 
formed! 


voter  registration  — students  living 
outside  of  their  home  city  or  state  or 
just  not  registered  can  establish  resi- 
dency in  the  city  and  state  where  they 
are  attending  school.  You  can  make 
K.C.  your  permanent  residency  and 
help  with  Voter  Registration  the  3rd 
week  in  November.  . . 


the  working  of  the  government  — begin 
with  the  grassroots  and  learn  first- 
hand through  experience  how  the  pre- 
sent political  system  in  the  United 
States  of  America  functions  . . . 


These  are  a few  of  the  concerns  of  the 
Young  Democrats  of  Avila.  The  YDA’s 
are  a politically-oriented  club  whose 
main  purposes  are  to  make  the  campus 
aware  of  political  topics,  to  acquaint 
the  student  with  the  Democratic  Party 
and  the  government  of  the  United 
States  and  to  give  the  college  student 
an  opportunity  to  become  politically  in- 
volved. 


There  is  no  end  to  the  possibilities 
that  exist  in  the  organization.  On  the 
Avila  College  campus,  as  a Young 
Democrat  you  are  a member  of  the  Kan- 
sas City  College  Democratic  Bloc,  a 
member  of  the  Missouri  College  Young 
Democrats  and  in  association  with  the 
College  Young  Democratic  Clubs  of 
America.  As  a member  of  the  Avila 
Young  Democrat s you  are  a person  who 
has  the  opportunity  to  become  active 
on  any  level  of  politics  you  are  interest- 
ed in!  You  have  got  a chance,  do  some- 
thing — it  can  be  an  unique  experience 
— meeting  people  from  all  walks  of  life 
and  actually  doing  something  posi- 
tive. 


if  you  should  decide  to  take  this  path 
try  Room  404,  942-9033. 


Check  it 
Out 

Have  you  registered  to  vote? 

Special  Registration 
November  16th  & November  17th 

Avila  Resident  Students 
Firestation  #42, 

6002  Red  Bridge 
10  am  - 6 pm 

Special  Registration  Locations 
for  all  Kansas  City: 

North  of  River 
Kroger  Store 
2700  South  Mall 
Antioch  Shopping  Center 
November  15,  16,  17 
1 pm  - 9 pm 

South  of  River 

Commerce  Tower  Lobby  911  Main 

Kansas  City  Election  Board 
Office  1331  Locust 

Firestation  #12  12th  & Indiana 

Firestation#32  4928  Main 

Firestation  #35 

Firestation  #42 6002  Red  Bridge 

November  16,  17 
10  am  - 6 pm 

Kansas  City  Election  Board  Office  will 
also  be  open  November  15, 16, 19  and  20 
until  9 pm  at  night. 

Register  Now  thru  November  20th 
at  these  Locations 

Clay  County  Election  Board  Office 

7 South  Water  Street 

Liberty 

Monday  - Friday  9 am  - 5 pm 

Kansas  City  Election  Board 
13th  & Cherry 

Monday  - Friday  8 am  - 5 pm 

Platte  County  Clerks  Office 
Court  House,  Platte  City 
Monday  - Friday  8 am  - 5 pm 


In  order  to  create  construct- 
ively, one  must  think  im- 
aginatively. To  do  this,  it  is  some- 
times necessary  to  transcend  the 
hallowed  halls  of  logical  thought 
in  the  search  for  the  holy  grail  of 
original  interpretation  and  uni- 
que presentation.  I have  partici- 
pated in  this  process  occasionally 
and  I’m  sure  many  of  us  do. 

Two  friends  of  mine,  totally  un- 
aware of  the  others  existence  or 
actions,  coincidentally  collided 
with  the  same  group  of  words, 
namely.  The  Quick  Brown  Fox 
Jumped  Over  The  Lazy  White  Dog. 

Sam,  an  artist,  and  Diana,  the 
editor  of  this  publication,  applied 
their  imaginations  to  this  sen- 
tence and  (as  a result  of  their  diver- 
gent spheres  of  intellect  and  cir- 
cumstance), produced  two  separ- 
ate and  distinct  results. 

Ms.  Mange,  who  admits  that  th 
oughts  may  sometimes  lead  to  ab- 
surdity, chose  The  Quick  Brown 
Fox  as  her  editoral  I.D.  She  could 
have  adhered  to  the  traditional 
“Editorial”,  but,  even  though  it  is 
descriptive,  it’s  tired,  worn,  com- 
monplace and  unimaginative. 

A heterogeneous  light  was  cast 
into  the  mind  of  Sam  by  the  fox  as  it 
glared  at  him  from  the  pages  of  his 
graphic  arts  textbook.  The  sen- 
tence, once  down  on  paper,  con- 
tinued to  build,  thought  upon 
thought,  into  the  following  grue- 
some fantasy: 

“The  quick  brown  fox  jumped 
over  the  lazy  white  dog,  but  didn’t 
anticipate  the  oncoming  semi,  and 
in  a split  second  was  reduced  to  a 
wet  rug. 

The  white  dog,  upon  witnessing 
this  example  of  highway  carnage, 
strolled  over  to  check  it  out.  As  he 
came  nearer  to  the  pressed  fox,  La- 
mont  Riggs,  famed  Can-Am 
champion  and  mad  driver,  bore 
down  the  expressway  at  a speed  in 
excess  of  175mph.  Quadruple  over- 
head cams  worked  furiously  as  the 
Manzo-Peternelly  whined  tor- 
turously  through  the  20  mph  speed 
zone  in  front  of  Eddie  Gastromi’s 
genuine  Italian  buttermilk  pan- 
cake parlor. 

Hot  rays  of  sunlight  had  quickly 
adhered  the  flattened  fox  to  the 
cracked  asphalt.  The  Animal 
Orphanage  would  earn  their  pay 
today,  thought  the  slow-moving 
ivory  canine  as  he  panted  in  joy 
over  his  accidental  triumph  over 
The  Sly  One.  Good  spot  to  get  in 
some  heavy  sunnin’  too  as  he  wait- 
ed to  see  the  expression  on  the 
dudes  face  as  he  got  down  to  scrape 
up  the  mess. 

BAMT  It  was  totally  unexpected. 
Fur  and  fiberglass  flew  in  all 
directions  as  the  machine  quickly 
disintegrated  into  basic  compon- 
ents. Riggs,  still  strapped  in  his 
cockpit,  bounced  like  a rubber  ban- 
ana thrown  sideways  down  a 
bowling  alley.  His  30,000  dollar 
space-machine  surrounded  him  in 
several  thousand  pieces,  each 
eventually  going  its  own  way  as 
the  earths  gravity  decided  that  the 
event  had  lasted  long  enough. 

Four  miles  north  of  the  central 
impact  point  lie  the  Largest  por- 
tion of  the  now-crimson  canine. 
The  tall  weeds  hid  him  well,  and  no 
person  would  ever  discover  his 
bulk  in  time.  His  mind  would 
function  for  centurys  as  the  ants 
and  flies  began  to  feast  on  his 
crushed  remains.  The  fox  had 
triumphed.” 

The  example  of  these  two  artisans 
in  thought  should  reveal  the  direc- 
tion that  imaginitive  and  un- 
restricted thought  can  take  and 
how  writing  is  a valuable  tool  in 
this  process.  Diana,  Sam  and  the 
rest  of  us  who  seek  to  be  more  pro- 
lific writers  and  thinkers  might 
adopt  the  words  of  George 
Augustus  Sala,  a 19th  century  Eng- 
lish journalist  who  said: 

"Thought  engenders  thought. 
Place  one  idea  upon  paper, 
another  will  follow  it,  and  still 


‘Man’s  Humanity  to  Man’ 


another,  until  you  have  written  a 
page.  You  cannot  fathom  your 
mind.  It  is  a well  of  thought  which 
has  no  bottom.  The  more  you  draw 
from  it,  the  more  clear  and  fruitful 
will  it  be.  If  you  neglect  to  think 
yourself,  and  use  other  people’s 
thoughts,  giving  them  utterance 
only,  you  will  never  know  what 
you  are  capable  of.  At  first  your 
ideas  may  come  out  in  lumps, 
homely  and  shapeless;  but  no 
matter;  time  and  perseverance  will 
arrange  and  polish  them.  Learn  to 
think,  and  you  will  learn  to  write; 
the  more  you  think,  the  better  you 
will  express  your  ideas.” 

by  George  J.  Thomas 


For  Real 

Those  Universal 
Things 

by  Josephus 


it  isn't  enough  to  say  it  loud  anymore. 
It  isn’t  enough  to  wear  your  'fro  or  corn- 
row. 

It  isn’t  enough  to  throw  up  that  right- 
handed  fist, 

Or  eat  chittlins’,  collards,  combread 
and  get  high  off  of  Annie  G or 
Mr.  W’s  weed. 

It  isn’t  enough  to  know  the  dances  or 
or  talk  the  talk 

Because  they're  all  universal  things 
now. 

We’ve  got  to  come  off  the  "I  didn’t 
make  it  cause  I'm  Black”  kick, 
and  get  it  on  with  the  "Yeah,  I'm 
gonna  make  it  and  yes,  I am  Black.” 
We  dig  on  Superfly  and  don’t  know 
why, 

And  two  weeks  after  Sweet  back, 
Shaft’s 

back  was  where  it  was  at. 

Uh,  huh,  Yeah,  we’re  poor, 

But  we  didn't  know  it  until  they  told 
us,  which  was  their  mistake, 

’Cause  when  we  found  out  all  hell 
broke  loose,  and  we  ain’t 
gave  'em  no  slack  yet. 

WE  see  a Brother  with  a white  chick 
and  automatically  say  that  dude 
ain’t  go  his  "BLACK”  together. 
What??  Ain’t  Black  and  White 
a universal  thing? 

Yeah  man,  yeah.  Everything’s  Cool. 
Keep  doing  the  do,  but  no  thanks 
to  you! 

I don't  follow  a crowd,  but  I’ll  say 
it  loud,  because  that’s  me. 

I’ll  wear  my  ’fro  and  cornrow,  not 
because  you  do  it,  but  because 
it’s  me. 

When  my  fist  is  raised,  I’m  expressing 
myself,  not  a people,  a color,  or 
you. 

If  I grease  back  on  chittlins’ 
collards  and  combread,  it’s 
because  I’m  hungry  and 
it  satisfies  me. 

The  dance  is  my  dance  and  the  talk 
is  my  talk, 

And  yes,  I know  I’m  gonna  make  it. 
Uncle  Tom  didn’t. 

Sapphire  didn’t. 

Amos  and  Andy  didn’t,  and  maybe 
you  won’t. 

I don't  follow  a pack 
And  yes,  I am  Black, 

But  individuality  isn’t  a universal 
thing.  Are  you? 

We  say  we’ve  been  in  slavery  for 
over  400  years. 

We  say  we've  been  in  slavery  for 
over  400  years. 

We  say  we've  been  in  slavery  for 
over  400  years. 

And  no  doubt  we’ll  keep  on  saying  it. 


A ore  of1 -Hie 


Billy  Paul  wants  to  know  if  he’s 
Black  enough  for  us. 

And  is  it  really  going  to  depend 
on  how  "Funky”  or  “Barbecued” 
his  chicken  is? 

No  way,  I say,  because  it’s  all  a 
universal  thing  now. 

GET  BACK  YOU  DIRTY  BLACK  - 
BULLSHIT! 

They  tell  me  I ain’t  Black  ’cause  I 
dig  Grand  Funk,  Steeley  Dan  and 
Pope  Paul. 

Does  that  make  me  a W-A-S  minus  P.?? 

I go  out  to  the  suburbs  around  5 p.m. 
to  watch  all  the  middle-aged 
plus,  Black  women  coming  from 
Miss  Anne’s  house  on  the  hill. 

She  raised  the  “lady’s”  kids  and  they 
still  don't  call  her  “maam". 

Now  that  ain't  Black,  White  or  Cool, 
But  it’s  a universal  thing. 

One  kid  told  me  that  you  had  to 
know  how  to  cuss  to  be  Black. 
What? 

Well,  that’s  the  only  language  pecker 
woods 

understand  and  it  is  a universal 
thing. 

What  could  I say,  I was  5 and  he  was  6. 

It  isn’t  enough  to  share  your  home 
with  the  roaches,  ’cause  though 
I’ve  yet  to  see  a white  roach, 
they  do  live  in  white  houses. 

It  just  isn’t  enough  to  smoke  or  drink, 
to  fight  or  steal, 
to  cheat  or  lie, 

to  live  or  die,  because  they  are  all 
universal  things  now. 

What  it  takes  in  your  mind,  your  nerve, 
your  determinism,  your  strength,  your 
wisdom,  your  hope,  your  initiative, 
your  values,  your  faith,  your  talents, 
your  goals,  your  individualism  and 
your 
self. 

Knowing  you. 

Loving  you. 

Respecting  you. 


A Replacement 
for  Ms.  X 

If  you  wonder  where  I’m  coming 
from 

You’ve  forgotten  I’m  here. 

You  want  to  know  what  makes  me 
work 
It’s  you. 


+c>be  don kfloecl 

I know  You  Are  Here 
and  I Care  Karyn 

by  Virginia  A.  t-llis 

I may  never  see  you  again 

But  through  the  rest  of  my  life  I shall 

remember 

My  hours  with  you 

Only  hours,  I cannot  call  them  days. 

They  were  so  few. 

But  each  was  filled  with  gladness 
Because  I met  a Young  Lady  with  so 
much  talent 
So  much  to  give  — 

Within  my  heart.  No  great  joy 
Could  memory  give 
Sometimes  I sail  away  in  dreams- 
To  the  land  we  hope  to  have 
And  you  are  there. 

Together  then,  we  find  a life 
Where  all  is  fair. 

I may  never  see  you  again  — 

Our  paths  will  lead  to  different  ways 
But  still  I care 

Within  my  HEART  a hope  will  live 
That  sometimes  you’ll  remember 
The  class  we  shared. 

That  you  did  not  understand  will  be 
My  one  regret. 

My  comfort  and  my  hope  for 
The  future  for  all  of  us  will  be 
That  there  is  a Karyn, 

To  show  us  the  "The  Way"  to  a better 
world. 

I care  Karyn  and  I want  to  be  your 
friend. 


Am  I so  incredible 

When  all  I’ve  really  done  is  paint- 
ed on  a new  face 

That  makes  you  laugh,  or  cry,  or 
think 

Because  I couldn’t  do  it  myself 
Giving  it  away  because  there’s 
no  more  room 

Even  'in  the  attic  — where  the 
treasures  are’ 

At  least  that  what  you  think. 

Only  first  extract  my  essence 

Have  you  forgotten  the  day  you 
said 

You  couldn't  be  a cog  in  someone 
else's  machine? 

You’re  thinking  again 
Wish  I could  sign  my  name. 

by  Lore  of  the  Cabbage  Patch 


“ Life  is  a Shit  Sandwich , and  everyday  is  another  bite." 


by  Jane  Johnston 


The  Other  Side 

Rome,  Rome  on  the  Range 

t>y  Q, ana  Mange 


Pedagogics 
in  the 

Humanities 


There  has  been  circulating  about 
campus  a rumor  that  to  visit  the  Ad- 
missions Office  is  insane.  An 
immediate  flashback  recalls  registra- 
tion. However,  contrary  to  popular  opi- 
nion, 1 have  reason  to  believe  that  the 
Admissions  office  offers  unlimited 
opportunities  for  students  to  have  their 
questions  answered. 


It  had  been  a rather  hectic  day,  and  I 
was  in  no  mood  to  sit  in  the  Adminis- 
tration building  awaiting  ‘the  call’. 
Casually,  but  steadily,  I advanced  to- 
ward the  Admissions  office  trying  to 
correlate  my  thoughts  into  a single 
stream  of  consciousness  which  would, 
for  better  or  for  worse,  evolve  into  the 
togetherness  of  Rona  Reporter,  with 
notebook  in  hand  and  foot  in  mouth.  It 
was  not  quite  time  (according  to  my 
handy-dandy  appointment  book)  to  go 
in  — so  I tried  to  busy  myself  at  the 
water  fountain  as  if  I had  intended  to 
play  the  game  my  own  way.  It  wasn’t 
long,  however,  that  the  above  men- 
tioned grew  old,  and  (waterlogged  as  I 
was),  with  one  decisive  move,  I stepped 
through  the  Admissions  door  — 5 
minutes  early. 


Trying  to  appear  as  efficient  as  con- 
ceivably possible,  I turned  to  gaze  up- 
on Mr.  Rome  who  luringly  invited  me  in 
, . . . There  went  my  train  of  thought.  He 
then  turned  to  his  secretary  and,  in  a 
voice  bridging  between  Edward  G.  Rob- 
inson in  the  middle  of  a gang  war  and 
Betty  Davis  in  “Hush,  Hush,  Sweet 
Charlotte”  said  “Hold  my  calls” 


He  laughed  — I coughed  — 

How  does  one  follow  that?  After  a few 
moments,  I proceeded  with  confidence, 
of  course,  to  ask  one  question,  (God 
knows  what  it  was)  and  off  he  went . . . 
what  could  possibly  be  easier?? 


Uerryl  Rome  is  the  Director  of  Ad- 
missions and  Financial  Aid  at  Avila. 
He  acts  as  the  correspondent  of  the  Col- 
lege to  prospective  students,  evaluates 
applicants  in  relation  to  the  colleges’ 
admission  policies,  advises  the  distri- 
bution of  scholarships,  grants  (both  of 
the  college  and  according  to  federal  fi- 
nancial programs),  and  is  in  charge  of 
Student  Recruitment.  Needless  to  say 
he  maintains  a position  of  great  re- 
sponsibility. Humble  as  he  is,  how- 
ever, he  accredits  his  staff  with  the  suc- 
cess. This  praise-worthy  staff  in- 
cludes: Jim  Scudder,  who  is  the 
Assistant  Director  of  Admissions  and 


Financial  Aid.  A1  Graf  and  Cathy 
Jennewein,  both  Admission  coun- 
selors, Joyce  Rowland,  theCoordinator 
of  Financial  Aid,  and  Linda  Smith,  the 
secretary  and  office  manager.  What  a 
productive  production  staff!  In  his 
efforts  to  increase  the  admissions  at 
Avila,  Derryl  is  trying  new  ideas  of  stu- 
dent involvement.  He  is  making  spe- 
cial attempts  to  involve  the  different 
departments  in  the  recruitment  of  new 
students  in  their  own  particular  dis- 
cipline. He  has  an  organized  group  of 
student  admission  assistants,  who  give 
tours  of  the  campus  as  well  as  recruit 
new  students  in  their  respective  home 
towns,  and  he  is  striving  toward  meet- 
ing personal  academic  needs  of  each 
individual  prospective  student.  Goals 
of  the  oncoming  year  include,  trying  to 
double  the  number  of  incoming  fresh- 
men, while  maintaining  a departmen- 
tal balance,  making  available  all  in- 
formation a prospective  student  will 
need  in  regard  to  his/her  education, 
then  lastly,  and  stressed  as  most  impor- 
tant, trying  to  increase  the  number  of 
Males  on  campus — 


“Let’s  hear  it  for  Derryl!” 


Obviously,  Mr.  Rome  is  greatly  con- 
cerned with  Avila  as  a Community.  He 
believes  in  personal  contact  with  the 
students.  For  newly  incoming  stu- 
dents as  well  as  old  students  (forgive 
my  choice  of  wording),  he  insists  that  it 
is  sensible  to  ask  questions  if  there  is 
some  doubt  about  financial  aid  or  ad- 
mission, because  there  is  always  a pos- 
sibility which  can  be  found  and  worked 
with. 


Exceedingly  optimistic  about  the  on- 
coming academic  year  Derryl  listed  the 
new  and  old  means  of  financial  aid: 


A.  B.E.O.G.  Basic  Education  Oppor- 
tunity Grant 

B.  Missouri  Grant 

C.  N.D.S.L.  National  Direct  Student 
Loan  (work-study) 

D.  S.E.O.G.  Supplemented  Education- 
al Opportunity  Grant 

E.  Nursing  Loans 

F.  Scholarships 


All  of  which  may  be  applied  for 
through  his  office.  He  has  a great  de- 
sire for  the  students  to  understand 
about  Admissions  and  Financial  Aid 
and  is  willing  to  explain  them  to  all  in- 
terested persons. 


Finally  alter  all  tnat,  considering’ 
that  my  fingers  were  cramped  and 
Derryl  had  not  yet  shut.  . .quite  finish- 
ed telling  me  about  his  job,  I tried  to 
bring  the  interview  to  an  end.  Realiz- 
ing that  I have  just  barely  touched 
upon  the  surface  of  a subject  which  is 
close  to  our  hearts,  or  wallets,  as  the 
case  may  be,  I will  leave  it  up  to  the 
readers  to  take  it  from  here. 


Derryl  and  his  staff  are  willing  and 
ready  to  attempt  to  answer  the  ques- 
tions concerning  Admission  and  Fi- 
nancial Aid,  it  is  up  to  you  to  go  ask. 
Rome  is  on  the  range  of  answering. 


by  Lori  Cackler 


“Too  much  sanity  may  be  mad- 
ness. ” He  exclaimed,  tilting  at  his 
windmill,  and  that  may  well  be 
true.  The  climate  at  A.U.,  fraught 
with  the  foul  air  of  tension  at  mid- 
term eventually  stagnated  into  a 
morass  of  ennui,  when  out  on  the 
lawn  there  arose  the  clatter  of  cup 
upon  saucer,  and  ribald  chuckles 
exploded  as  the  guests  of  the  first 
mad  tea  party  mercifully  heckled 
the  passers-by. 

These  guardians  of  “creative  in- 
sanity” (many  thanks  to  whom- 
ever I stole  that  one  from)  gathered 
at  5:00  p.m.  on  the  side  lawn  of 
Carondelelet  Hall  on  October  30  for 
a few  fleeting  moments  of  un- 
adulterated reality.  Various  quips 
and  barbs  shot  forth  across  the 
tablecloth  and  snatches  of  “ The 
Stars  and  Stripes  Forever”  wafted 
across  the  quadrangle  on  the  gen- 
tle breeze  which  blew  gusts  of  icy 
wind  through  the  assemblage. 


“Madness  is  our  method,”  declar- 
ed the  guests,  munching  all  the 
while,  “and  not  merely  technique.” 
The  implications  of  this  remark  are 
staggering  in  days  of  yore,  the  ob- 
servations of  such  a group  might 
have  been  “the  theatre  freaks  are  at 
it  again.  ” “Not  so,”  they  replied.  In 
addition  to  the  old  hands,  this  cast 
of  thirteen  included  art  majors, 
fairly  reeking  of  linseed  oil,  a brave 
nursing  student  who  managed  to 
tear  herself  away  from  her  sub- 
cultures for  a moment,  a former 
“ Free  Fall”  celebrity  of  the  issue,  a 
disciple  of  Maria  Montessori,  sow- 
ing the  seeds  of  anarchy  and  a for- 
mer faculty  member  who  recently 
joined  the  Rockettes,  which  (in  case 
you’re  wondering  how  this  article 
got  into  this  space)  is  an  unlikely 
assortment  of  humans. 

Why  not  try  it  next  time  you  find 
yourself  knowing  the  answers  to  all 
the  true/ false  questions.  Spend  an 
hour  breaking  bread  and  match- 
ing wits  with  the  people  you  look  at 
but  don’t  always  see. 

“You  need  only  appear  to  know 
what  you’re  doing”  asserted  the 
Quick  Brown  Fox,  tossing  her 
M&M’s. 

“They  always  do,  you  know,”  re- 
plied the  hostess,  “why  do  you 
think  they  came  to  my  party?” 


Dear  A.U.  Students, 

$186.77  was  collected  for  UNICEF  as 
a result  of  US,  guys.  I want  to  take  this 
opportunity  to  thank  everyone  who  do- 
nated, everyone  who  trick-or-treated, 
and  a special  thanks  to  Lucy  Mc- 
Callum  and  2nd  floor  Carondelet  for 
their  super  efforts. 

It  has  made  me  feel  great  that  there 
are  other  people  who  are  working  with 
the  Program  Board  for  us  and  Avila. 
Program  Board  can’t  do  it  all  — and  it 
isn’t  our  job.  The  more  willing  people 
there  are  like  2nd  floor  Carondelet  the 
more  we  will  BE. 


Bethie 


God  is  Like 

God  is  like  Bayer  aspirin:  He  works 
wonders. 

God  is  like  Ford:  He’s  got  a better  idea. 
God  is  like  Dial  soap:  He  gives  you 
round-the-clock  protection. 

God  is  like  Coke:  He’s  the  real  thing. 
God  is  like  Scope:  He  makes  you  feel 
fresh 

God  is  like  G.E.  bulbs:  He  lights  your 
pathway. 

God  is  like  Pan  Am:  He  makes  the 
going  great. 

God  is  like  Pepsi:  He’s  got  a lot  to  give. 
God  is  like  Tide:  He  gets  out  the  stains 
others  leave  behind. 

God  is  like  V05  hairspray:  He  holds 
through  all  kinds  of  weather. 

God  is  like  a Mattel  toy:  You  can  tell 
He’s  swell. 

God  is  like  American  oil:  You  can  ex- 
pect more  from  Him,  and  you  get  it. 
God  is  like  Ivory  soap:  He’s  100%  pure. 
God  is  like  Lifebuoy  soap:  He  gives  you 
a big  lift  and  doesn’t  let  you  down. 
God  is  like  Frosted  Flakes:  He  makes 
you  feel  great. 

God  is  like  Sears:  He’s  got  everything. 
God  is  like  Alka-Seltzer:  Try  Him, 
you’ll  like  Him. 

God  is  like  Hallmark  Cards.  He  cared 
enough  to  send  the  very  best!!!!! 
That’s  what  God  is  like! 


Witches  — N—  Goblins— N—  Ghosts  — 
OH  NO! 

Witches  — N — Goblins  — N — Ghosts  — 
OH  NO! 

by  Laurie  Bierly 

OH  NO  is  Right!  It’s  just  those  nutty 
AVILA  girls  again  truckin’  down  to 
OZENAM  in  unique  (?)  costumes  for  a 
Halloween  Party.  (The  party  an  idea 
thought  up  two  weeks  ago  and  planned 
and  put  together  in  3 days).  Anyway 
with  70  balloons,  lots  of  candy,  2 gro- 
cery bags  full  of  popcorn  and  106  cup- 
cakes . . . (wait,  better  make  that  103; 
somehow  we  lost  3 between  Tuesday 
and  Wednesday  night!)  we  went. 
“With  spirit,  luck  and  a prayer  we 
might  be  able  to  pull  this  thing  off!” 
After  the  laughing  and  teasing  over 
our  unique  costumes  (?)  the  games  got 
underway.  While  most  of  us  worked  the 
two  peanut  relays;  Gail  and  Marsha 
worked  with  the  apple  bobbers.  First 
guy  bobs,  cracks  his  tooth  and  leaves 
bloody  water  . . . besides  leaving  half 
the  water  on  the  floor.  But  the  next  guy 
doesn’t  care;  as  long  as  he  gets  that 
apple  faster  than  Alex  . . . he’ll  do  any- 
thing! 


Meanwhile  one  of  the  peanut  shells 
broke  and  ya  just  can’t  push  a broken 
peanut  across  the  floor  with  your  nose. 
After  declaring  the  winners  of  these 
games  we  tried  our  most  daring  . . . the 
balloon  stomp.  Now  with  45  guys  (age 
range  from  10-16  yrs)  need  I go  on  to  tell 
you  what  happened.  “Come  on  Fella, 
you’re  balloon  is  busted;  you  can’t  step 
on  his!” 

“At  last  a winner!”  With  only  a few 
cupcakes  left,  and  all  the  games  over, 
we  settled  most  of  them  down  with 
Pumpkin  Caroles.  But  boys  will  be  boys 
and  if  it  meant  that  in  order  to  keep 
them  quiet,  Joe  had  to  wear  the  far- 
mer's hat  and  Steve  had  to  play  with 
the  Indian’s  feathers,  we  let  it  be. 

Alas,  as  all  good  and  fun  things,  the 
party  had  to  come  to  an  end.  We  were 
escorted  to  the  cars  by  Kevin,  Rick  and 
Alex  (they  even  carried  the  guitars). 
And  seven  very  tired  girls  drove  away. 

I do  want  to  take  some  time  however 
to  thank  all  those  people  who  helped 
make  the  party  a success:  Peg,  Barb, 
the  twins  (Clara  & Lucy),  Gail,  Jean, 
Ann  & Marsha.  Also  thanks  to  those 
who  lent  me  their  popcorn  poppers: 
Margaret,  Ann,  Kay  & Peg.  Thanks 
also  goes  to  Sister  Margaret  John  for 
the  candy  donation.  But  a special 
thanks  to  Sister  Anna  Marie  for  get- 
ting us  permission  for  the  party  and  the 
boys  at  OZENAM  for  making  it  worth- 
while. 


For  Your 
Understanding 


In  seventeenth  century  France, 
women  in  religious  orders  were  clois- 
tered, never  leaving  their  convents. 
The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  which  was 
founded  in  1650,  was  an  innovation  in 
the  Church,  A priest,  Father  John  Peter 
Medaille,  S.J.,  under  the  patronage  of 
Henry  de  Maupas,  the  Bishop  of  Le 
Buy,  dared  to  begin  this  new  type  of 
community.  The  work  of  the  Sisters, 
that  of  helping  the  sick,  the  poor,  the 
uneducated,  the  orphans,  must  have 
filled  a real  need,  for  the  community 
spread  quickly  throughout  France  un- 
til the  time  of  the  French  Revolution,  in 
1789. 

At  that  time  convents  were  pillaged, 
sisters  dispersed  and  arrested,  and  five 
sisters  were  guillotined.  On  the  even- 
ing of  the  day  set  for  her  execution, 
Mother  St.  John  Fontbonne  was  saved 
by  the  overthrow  of  Robespierre.  Thir- 
teen years  later  she  restored  the  con- 
gregation in  Lyons,  France,  and  it  was 
she  who  sent  the  first  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph  to  America  in  1836.  They  came 
in  response  to  a request  from  the  bis- 
hop of  St.  Louis,  Bishop  Joseph  Rosati, 
C.M.,  to  open  a school  for  the  deaf  — a 
school  which  is  still  in  existence  today 
and  is  internationally  recognized  for 
its  work,  St.  Joseph’s  Institute  for  the 
Deaf. 


"We  resumed  our  journey  until  9:30 
a.m.  when  we  came  to  another  ranch. 
The  proprietor  showed  us  great  kind- 
ness; we  were  at  once  accomodated 
with  water  to  wash,  refreshment  we 
sorely  needed,  as  we  had  not  washed 
since  we  left  San  Diego  four  days  ago. 
You  may  imagine  our  condition  after 
our  weary  trip.  One  of  the  Sisters  wore 
low  shoes;  her  feet  and  ankles  were 
very  painful;  and  it  was  with  difficulty 
that  she  removed  her  stockings,  as  they 
stuck  to  the  flesh  with  the  blood  which 
had  congealed  there.  She  advises  all 
Sisters  coming  to  Arizona  to  provide 
themselves  with  very  high  boots  in  or- 
der to  avoid  the  like  disaster. 

"At  6 p.m.  we  resumed  our  journey 
and  travelled  until  3 o’clock  the  next 
morning.  Although  nearly  overcome 
with  fatigue,  everyone  was  cheerful 
and  full  of  courage.  We  then  arrived  at 
a ranch.  The  man  offered  us  the  far 
room  to  sleep  in,  but  we  said  we  prefer- 
red the  stable.  He  replied:  there  are  40 
men  in  the  stable.”  Six  of  them  gave  us 
their  places,  and  in  the  wink  of  an  eye 
we  were  fast  asleep,  and  we  did  not 
awake  until  7 AM.  We  then  saw  the 
place  we  were  in  — 40  men  sure  enough 
and  as  many  Indians.  Nevertheless, 
they  all  treated  us  with  great  kind- 
ness." 


The  congregation  grew  and  spread 
throughout  mainland  United  States 
and  more  recently  to  Hawaii,  Japan 
and  Peru.  Today  it  numbers  about 
4,500  members,  who  work  in  six  col- 
leges, 300  elementary  and  secondary 
schools,  child  care  and  other  types  of 
homes,  religious  education  programs, 
and  fourteen  hospitals.  There  are  also 
some  sisters  who  are  engaged  today  in 
an  ever-increasing  number  of  social 
apostolates. 

In  the  United  States  the  Congre- 
gation is  divided  geographically  into 
four  provinces:  St.  Louis,  St.  Paul,  New 
York,  and  Los  Angeles.  Kansas  City  is 
part  of  the  St.  Louis  Province,  which 
stretches  from  Indianapolis  to  Denver, 
and  from  Hancock,  Michigan  to  Atlan- 
ta, Georgia.  From  St.  Louis  the  Sisters 
came  to  Kansas  City  in  1866. 

Each  work  has  a story  of  its  own  in 
the  various  cities  where  the  Sisters  es- 
tablished an  institution  to  carry  out 
their  ministry. And  thesestories,  true 
ones,  in  a way  reveal  the  spirit  of  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  One  example  is 
taken  from  the  diary  of  Mother  Monica 
Corrigan  and  written  in  1870.  — May  7 
to  May  26  — the  length  of  time  it  took 
the  six  sisters  and  their  driver  to  travel 
from  San  Diego  to  the  new  mission 
which  was  being  opened  in  Tucson, 
Arizona.  They  crossed  the  desert  in  a 
wagon  too  small  for  all  to  ride  inside. 
Along  the  road  they  passed  many 
graves  of  persons  recently  killed  by  In- 
dians. They  saw  skeletons  of  herds  of 
cattle  which  had  perished  from  the 
heat.  The  following  is  an  excerpt  from 
Mother  Monica’s  diary.  It  concerns  the 
early  part  of  their  journey.  She  wrote: 

"We  travelled  until  noon,  rested  un- 
til 4 p.m.,  and  then  travelled  until  mid- 
night. It  was  then  cool  and  pleasant; 
the  moon  shone  brightly;  we  walked 
and  rode  alternately.  As  we  walked 
along  we  chanted  a hymn.  We  sang  all 
the  time,  and  imagined  St.  Joseph  in 
our  company  . . . protecting  us.  At  mid- 
night  we  reached  a ranch.  We  would 
not  have  refused  some  refreshments, 
but  for  us,  there  was  none.  We  lay  down 
in  a corner  of  the  stable  and  rested  un- 
til 4 a.m. 


The  Attic 


Hallmark  Cards 
Russel  Stover  Candies 
Cifts 

Cards 

Open  TUI  9:00 

Mon.  Thru  Sat.  103rd  and  Wornall  rd. 


To  study  the  history  of  Kansas  City, 
Missouri,  is  to  study  the  history  of  the 
Sisters  St.  Joseph  in  this  area.  The 
growth  and  development  of  one  paral- 
lels and  influences  the  growth  and  ad- 
vancement of  the  other.  As  the  city 
grew,  the  Sisters  were  there  to  serve  the 
needs  of  its  people. 

The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  began  work 
in  Kansas  City  in  1866  when  five  nuns 
travelled  from  St.  Louis  to  this  post- 
Civil  war  boom  town,  which  was  bust- 
ling with  traders  who,  like  the  nuns,  fol- 
lowed the  Pacific  railway  westward. 
Reverend  Bernard  Donnelly,  a pioneer 
priest,  started  the  first  Catholic 
mentary  school  near  11th  and 
Washington.  It  was  at  his  invitation 
that  the  sisters  came  from  St.  Louis  to 
staff  this  school  located  on  Quality  Hill 
overlooking  the  junction  of  the  Kansas 
and  Missouri  rivers.  In  the  bottom 
lands  below  them  were  the  warehouses 
and  homes  of  the  French  and  Indians 
whose  settlement  was  then  known  as 
Westport  Landing. 

In  1867  the  school  was  incorporated 
into  St.  Teresa  Academy.  The  children 
of  many  pioneer  leaders  were  educated 
there.  Traders  and  plainsmen  left  their 
daughters  for  care  and  education  dur- 
ing long  absences  of  expeditions  to  the 
Far  West.  Wealthy  prominent  men 
such  as  Colonel  Kersey  Coates,  owner 
of  the  famed  Coates  Opera  House  (now 
the  Coates  Hotel),  sent  their  daughters 
to  the  school  so  they  might  receive  "the 
training  of  the  good  Sisters 

Industry  soon  took  over  the  down- 
town river  area,  and  the  people  were 
forced  to  move  southward.  The  Sisters 
also  sought  a new  location  in  order  that 
they  might  better  serve  the  needs  of 
these  people.  In  1910  they  moved  to  a 
pasture  land  at  56th  and  Main,  the  site 
of  St.  Teresa’s  Academy.  It  was  about 
this  time  that  J.  C.  Nichols  began  de- 
veloping the  Country  Club  Plaza  and 
residential  district  around  them. 

Young  Kansas  City  had  other  needs; 
the  citizens,  accordingly  found  that  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  were  willing  and 
capable  of  filling  thoseneeds.  Early  in 
the  1900’s  the  Sisters  opened  St.  Joseph 
Hospital  at  12th  and  Pennsylvania.  It 
was  the  first  private  hospital  to  be  es- 
tablished in  the  city;  it  later  re-located 
at  Linwood  and  Prospect  where  more 
people  could  benefit  from  the  health 
care  it  provided.  It  was  at  the  second  lo- 
cation that  the  Sisters  inaugurated  a 
School  of  Nursing. 


The  Optical  Shop 

I InXiscieJ  eyec^Ievsses 

WATTS  MILL 
1225  W.  103rd  Street 
Kansas  City,  Missouri  64114 
(816)  942-4343 


The  homeless  and  orphaned  were 
loved,  cared  for,  and  educated  at  St. 
Joseph’s  Orphan  Home  which  over- 
looked Penn  Valley  Park.  The  BMA 
Building  now  occupies  that  land.  The 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  at  St.  Teresa's 
Academy  offered  the  first  program  of 
religious  education  for  the  mentally  re 
tarded  of  the  diocese  — a program 
which  continues  today.  The  Sisters  in 
time  opened  many  elementary  and  se 
condary  schools  as  the  city  expanded. 
Today  they  serve  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes, 
Visitation,  Redemptorist,  Our  Lady  of 
the  Americas,  Cathedral,  St.  Teresa 
Academy,  and  St.  Elizabeth.  Ever  seek- 
ing to  respond  to  the  real  needs  of  men 
in  a given  society  and  century,  the  Sis- 
ters of  St.  Joseph  have  recently  opened 
a House  of  Prayer  at  St.  Elizabeth's 
Convent.  When  noise  pollutes  society 
more  than  ever,  the  Sisters  invite  their 
neighbors  to  "Come  apart  and  rest 
awhile  with  Him.” 

AVILA  COLLEGE 
A Junior  College,  the  College  of  St. 
Teresa,  was  opened  on  the  5600  Main 
Street  campus  in  1916  and  became  a 
four  year  liberal  arts  college  in  1940, 
winning  full  accreditation  from  the 
North  Central  Association  in  1946. 
During  those  same  years  the  St.  Joseph 
Hospital  School  of  Nursing  closed,  and 
the  Sisters  seeing  the  education  of 
nurses  as  still  a vital  need  in  Kansas 
City  opened  a department  of  Nursing 
at  the  College  of  St.  Teresa. 

The  city  continued  to  grow  and  ex- 
pand. It  was  decided  that  the  College  of 
St.  Teresa  should  follow  this  pattern  of 
metropolitan  growth  and  move  south- 
ward. A site  was  selected,  but  the  own- 
er refused  to  sell.  At  that  tune  Sister 
Mary  Daniel  Tammany,  President  of 
the  college,  was  a woman  of  great  Faith 
who  firmly  believed  that  if  she  prayed, 
asking  God  to  persuade  the  man  to 
change  his  mind,  her  prayer  would  be 
heard.  She  prayed  — the  man  agreed  to 
sell.  It  is  reported  that  on  hearing  of  the 
transaction,  developer  Miller  Nichols 
commented,  “It  was  bought  right  out 
from  under  my  nose.’’  In  April  1961 , the 
48-acre  site  was  purchased  with  funds 
from  the  estate  of  Margaret  O’Reilly, 
an  alumna. 

At  119th  and  Wornall  a new  identity 
was  to  be  built,  and  so  the  College  was 
given  a new  name  — Avila — honoring 
St.  Teresa  of  Avila,  a great  woman 
scholar  of  the  Catholic  Church. 
Groundbreaking  for  the  new  Avila  took 
place  in  November,  1962.  Now,  eleven 
years  later,  under  the  leadership  of  Sis- 
ter Olive  Louise  Dallavis,  it  relates  its 
own  history. 

An  excerpt  from  the  "Kansas  City 
Star",  April  15,  1964,  states,  “The  site 
of  the  new  Avila  is  in  an  area  of  rapidly 
developing  neighborhoods.  As  a 
church-sponsored  institution.  Avila  is 
important  to  the  area  and  the  edu- 
cation of  its  young  people.  Such  schools 
form  one  vital  dimension  in  the  city’s 
pattern  of  higher  education.” 
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To: 


From  Casey 

To:  Father  Scheule,  You’re  innocently 
fantastic,  which  makes  me  wonder 
who  you  are. 

To:  Elizabeth  Norris,  Of  all  the  beauti- 
ful people  of  the  world,  my  “Right 
On”  leans  in  your  direction. 

To:  Brenda  Harden,  May  God  always 
bless  you  and  keep  you  as  you  are. 

To:  Sr.  Kevin,  I love,  I love,  I love,  I love 
every  little  thing  about  you! 

To:  Elaine  Brand,  Keep  on  doing  what 
you’re  doing. 

To:  Sally  Ellis,  Keep  on  truckin’  Mama! 

To:  Jean  Lamore,  I’ve  got  some  more 
fruit  salad!!! 

To:  Carrie  Berry,  May  I live  in  your 
tomorrow? 

To:  Rosina,  You  are  the  sunshine. 

To:  Mary  Teasdall,  You’re  anoutta-site 
R.A.! 

To:  Maggie  Brown,  You  are  one  of  a 
chosen  few. 

To:  Maria  Ortiz,  Keep  your  Head  to  the 
Sky. 

To:  Ann  Coslet,  Hi,  How  are  you? 

To:  Vicki  Rojas,  Bez  that  way  some- 
times! 

To:  John  Savage,  Say  what? 

To:  Larry  Smith,  She  bez  together  if  u 
bez. 

To:  YOU,  I have  in  me  a hope  that  we 
will  fall  in  love  again. 


The  Quick  Brown  Fox 

You  Cannot  Teach  Me 

if  I will  not  Learn 


“IN  THE  BEGINNING  GOD  CREATED  THE  HEAVENS  AND 
THE  EARTH  . . ” 

Man  was  then  left  to  survive  as  best  he  could.  He  who  adapted 
to  the  environment  continued  to  thrive  and  eventually  ‘replend- 
ished  the  earth  and  subdued  it,’  existing  in  harmony  with  nature; 
taking  from  it  and  returning  to  it  what  he  could.  He  understood 

p/ac“^naeXisntincerent  °f  him9elf  and  in8tinctively  knew  his 

As  the  human  species  multiplied,  so  did  man’s  thoughts.  They 
multiplied,  and  divided  and  added  and  subtracted  until  they  were 
in  such  over  abundance  man  was  confronted  with  the  problem  of 
communication.  ‘Thoughts  must  be  verbalized  so  they  can  mater- 
ialize.* With  that,  man  proceeded  to  teach  his  fellow  man  any- 
thing and  everything  that  could  be  explained.  He  taught  his  fel- 
low man  how  to  hunt,  how  to  build  fire,  about  the  sun  and  about 
the  stars.  Yet  there  were  those  who  went  hungry,  those  who 
froze,  those  who  doubted  the  sun  and  those  who  questioned  the 
stars.  He  taught  his  fellowman  how  to  sing,  how  to  love,  about 
life  and  about  God.  Still  there  were  those  who  moaned,  those  who 
hated,  those  who  sought  death  and  those  who  denounced  all 
faith.  Then  Man  cried,  and  his  fellow  man  laughed,  because  he  did 
not  understand.  Yet  Man  persistently  laid  other  lessons  before 
his  fellowman,  only  to  find  his  efforts  futile.  Man  began  then  to 
doubt,  and  with  doubt  came  fear;  with  fear  came  lonely  con- 
fusion and  pain.  Man  suffered,  and  his  fellowman  thought,  “there 
must  be  meaning  in  that.”  However,  it  was  merely  a thought. 

“AND  THE  EARTH  WAS  WITHOUT  FORM  AND  VOID  . . ” 

Being  well  adept  to  the  art  of  communication  by  the  20 th 
century,  man  has  tried  again  to  teach  his  fellowman.  The  Peace 
Movement  rapidly  spreads  across  University  and  College  Cam- 
puses. Y oung  people  carry  protest  signs  and  march  for  love.  They 
cry  for  understanding  with  which  they  can  perhaps  project  a bet- 
ter way  of  life.  They  want  only  to  be  heard.  But,  then,  “What  could 
a bunch  of  hippie  nigger  lovers  have  to  say,  anyway?” 

A small  group  of  bold  individuals  disclose  the  worse  kind  of 
political  corruption  conceivable  while  the  world  looks  on  in  awe. 
Man  is  telling  his  fellowman  to  take  note  of  the 
situation!  Oblivious  as  usual  the  fellowman  re-lights  his  pipe  and 
switches  the  television  channels. 

‘Out  of  one  war,  directly  into  another.’  The  fighting  should  be 
over  now.  Man  questions  the  reason  of  one  war  while  his  fellow- 
man plunges  into  another.  “War  is  evil,”  man  exclaims.  Yet  his 
fellowman  has  not  come  to  the  realization.  Perhaps  he  desires 
not  to.  However,  Man  is  determined  to  teach  his  fellow  man. 

“DARKNESS  WAS  UPON  THE  FACE  OF  THE  DEEP  ...” 

Day  after  day  brings  about  year  after  year  in  a typical  class- 
room in  a typical  institution  in  a typical  structure  at  a typical  time 
and  place.  The  instructor  diligently  (whether  enthused  or  not) 
imparts  the  vital  message,  while  50%of  the  class  gazes  out  the 
window,  30%draws  cartoons  in  suggestive  shorthand,  10%  con- 
templates the  preceeding  and/or  oncoming  evenings,  5%  stares 
at  the  blackboard  jargon,  4%  pretends  to  be  involved  while  count- 
ing the  holes  in  the  ceiling,  and  1%  really  listens.  Afterward,  the 
instructor  pains  for  having  ‘not  affectively  come  across.’ 

Man  alerts  his  fellowman  about  particular  circumstances;  yet 
the  fellowman  blindly  falls  into  the  trap  time  after  time  . . . 
questioning  why  no  one  had  the  decency  to  warn  him.  He  loses  in 
one  business  adventure,  then  another.  Man,  of  course,  suffers  for 
his  fellowman,  yet  he  can  do  no  more  than  he  has  already  done. 

Society  demands  conformity.  Difference  is  not  tolerated.  One 
must  either  change  or  alienate  himself  from  all  others.  More  and 
mu0re,/requently  individuals  ara  chosing  alienation,  which 
should  be  a lesson  for  the  society  in  which  they  live.  However, 
will  the  Society  be  taught? 

“AND  THE  SPIRIT  OF  GOD  MOVED  UPON  THE  WATERS  ...” 

Inwardly  the  father  shrivels  under  the  cold,  outward,  stare  of 
is  son.  Desperately  he  wants  to  communicate,  but  his  efforts 
seem  useless  for  the  son  will  not  comprehend.  The  Father  crawls 
away  in  anguish  as  the  son  rejects  his  experienced  advice.  Why 
could  he  not  understand? 

Together  they  smile  on  one  another,  each  sensing  an  un- 
conquerable distance  between  both  ends.  In  attempting  to  grow 
together  they  have  grown  apart  because  he  could  not  possibly 
understand  her  and  she  never  really  knew  him.  Perhaps  they  no 
longer  care,  but  is  it  indeed  too  late  to  learn  from  one  another? 

mu8t  raan’8  fellowman  be  reminded  of  the  teach- 
ings of  God?  That  is,  of  course,  if  he  ever  learned  these  teachings 
at  all.  How  frequently  does  fellowman  fall  in  despair  before  the 


eyes  of  God  for  the  same  reason  man  has  fallen  for  centuries?  It 
could  be  that  man  simply  does  not  want  to  learn,  and  that,  of 
course,  is  his  free  choice. 

“AND  GOD  SAID  ...” 

Man  was  left  to  survive,  and  so  he  has  — learning  only  what 
he  choses  to  learn.  I sympathize  greatly  with  the  ‘teacher’  for  I 
realize  the  great  pain  involved  in  non-reciprocal  com- 
munication. However,  I also  recognize  the  strife  of  the  learner 
for  I have  recently  been  in  the  position  myself. 

You  tell  me  things  which  I do  not  want  to  hear.  You  explain 
things  to  me  which  I do  not  want  to  understand.  You  make  de- 
mands upon  my  intellect  which  I care  not  to  meet.  Yet  I so  des- 
perately crave  the  knowledge  you  offer  me.  Here,  in  essence,  is 
the  affirmative  of  the  choice  which  I am  free  to  make,  for  I under- 
stand that  in  all  the  complexities  and  suffering  and  anxieties  of 
your  attempt  to  give  unto  me  — 

You  can  not  teach  me.  If  I will  not  learn. 

“LET  THERE  BE  LIGHT.” 


Qiana  Mange 


Encompassed  in  the  quiet , 
Listening  to  a song. 
Another  dawn  has  broken- 
inside  a spirit  calls 
Never  to  surrender  the 
Essence  of  inspiration 


The  Newspaper  Staff  would  like  to  give  a special  thanks 
to  the  members  of  the  Friday  Fun  Club,  for  their  devotion  to 
such  a worthy  cause. 

Thank  you! 

T S.  If  interested , the  Friday  Fun  Club  will  reconvene 
1 hursday,  December  6,  1973,  at  6:30  P.M.  in  the  student  Un- 
ion. 
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